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TO

J. B. BISHOP

SECRETARY OF THE ISTHMIAN
CANAL COMMISSION

WHO
MADE IT POSSIBLE

FOR ME TO DRAW
THESE LITHOGRAPHS

AND

WHO WAS ALSO GOOD
ENOUGH TO ACCEDE
TO MY REQUEST AND
READ AND CORRECT
THE PROOFS FOR ME



























I did not bother myself about these things, nor about lengths
and breadths and heights and depths. I went to see and draw the
Canal, and during all the time I was there I was afforded every
facility for seeing the construction of the Panama Canal, and from
my point of view it is the most wonderful thing in the world; and I
have tried to express this in my drawings at the moment before it
was opened, for when it is opened, and the water turned in, half
the amazing masses of masonry will be beneath the waters on one
side and filled in with earth on the other, and the picturesqueness will
have vanished. The Culebra Cut will be finer, and from great
steamers passing through the gorge, worth going 15,000 miles, as I
have done, to see. But Isaw it at the right time, and have tried to
show what I saw. And it is American—the work of my countrymen.

JosEPH PENNELL
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COLON: THE AMERICAN QUARTER












II
MOUNT HOPE



II MOUNT HOPE

EAR Mount Hope, which—for the French—should be

called the Slough of Despond, or the Lake of Despair,
is a huge swamp about a mile or so from Colon, on the left
bank of the French Canal, seen on the right of the litho-
graph. This swamp is now filled with all sorts of aban-
doned French machinery. Dredges, locomotives, and even
what seem to be lock gates, show amid the palms in the
distance. Huge American cranes for raising this French
material—which the American engineers have made use
of—and discharging cargo from the ships in the French
Canal—which is here finished and in use—loom over the
swamp, the banks of which are lined with piers and
workshops full of life—a curious contrast to the dead swamp
in which not a mosquito lives, nor a smell breathes.









III
GATUN: DINNER TIME



III GATUN: DINNER TIME

ETWEEN Mount Hope and Gatun is much more of

the swamp and much more abandoned machinery, but
the Canal is not to be seen from the railroad, or any evidence
of it, till the train stops at the station of Old Gatun, with
its workmen’s dwellings crowning the hillside. I regret I
made no drawing of these, so picturesquely perched. At
the station of Gatun—the first time I stopped—I saw the
workmen—in decorative fashion—coming to the surface
for dinner. The lithograph was made from a temporary
bridge spanning the locks and looking toward Colon. The
great machines on each side of the locks are for mix-
ing and carrying to their place, in huge buckets, the cement
and concrete, of which the locks are built. The French
Canal is in the extreme distance, now used by our engineers.









IV
AT THE BOTTOM OF GATUN LOCK












v
THE GUARD GATE, GATUN



V THE GUARD GATE, GATUN

HERE is a safety gate in each lock, to protect, in case

of accident, the main lock gate, just suggested, with
the figures working at the armor-plate facing, on the ex-
treme right. Beyond are the outer walls and approaches
of the upper lock, and beyond these, but unseen, the lake.
At the bottom is the railroad and the temporary opening
shown in the previous drawing. The scale, the immensity
of the whole may be judged by the size of the engines and
figures. I have never seen such a magnificent arrangement
of line, light and mass, and yet those were the last things
the engineers thought of. But great work is great art, and
always was and will be. This is the Wonder of Work.









VI
APPROACHES TO GATUN LOCK



VI APPROACHES TO GATUN LOCK

HESE huge arches, only made as arches to save con-

crete and to break the waves of the lake, are mightier
than any Roman aqueduct, and more pictorial, yet soon they
will be hidden almost to the top by the waters of the lake.
Electric locomotives will run out to the farthest point, and
from it, tow the ships into the lock. Beyond is Gatun Lake,
and to the right the lines of the French Canal and Chagres
River stretch to the horizon. Even while I was on the
Isthmus the river and canal disappeared forever before the
waters of the rapidly rising flood. All evidence of the
French work beyond Gatun has vanished under water. I
did not draw the Dam or the Spillway simply because I
could not find a subject to draw, or could not draw it.









VII
END OF THE DAY—GATUN LOCK



VII END OF THE DAY—GATUN LOCK

HIS was another subject I saw as the men stopped
work in the evening. On the left is the stairway which
most of them use, and on both sides are iron ladders which
a few climb. The semicircular openings are for mooring

the ships.









VIII
THE JUNGLE
THE OLD RAILROAD FROM THE NEW



VIII THE JUNGLE
THE OLD RAILROAD FROM THE NEW

HILE I was on the Isthmus the old line from Gatun

to the Culebra Cut at Bas Obispo was abandoned,
owing to the rising waters of the lake, which will soon cover
towns, and swamps, and hills, and forests. This drawing
was made looking across the lake near Gatun, with the
dam in the distance, and I have tried to show the rich riot
of the jungle. Below, on the old road, is a steam shovel
digging dirt. The little islands, charming in line, are little
hills still showing above the waters of the forming lake.









IX
THE NATIVE VILLAGE



IX THE NATIVE VILLAGE

HIS lithograph was made on the new line, which dis-

covered to the visitor primitive Panama, its swamps,
jungles and native villages; but, owing to Colonel Gorgas,
native no longer, as they are odorless and clean; but the
natives, with their transformation, seem to prefer to the palm-
leaf roof, corrugated iron and tin, and abandoned freight
cars to live in. The huts are mostly built on piles near the
rivers. In the background can be seen the strange-shaped
mountains and strange-shaped trees. = The white tree—I
don’t know its name—with the bushy top has no bark,
and is not dead, but puts out leaves, Mrs. Colonel Gaillard
tells me, in summer; and she also tells me the jungle is full
of the most wonderful orchids, birds, snakes, monkeys and
natives, and offered to take me to see them. I saw her
splendid collection of orchids at Culebra, through the
luxuriance of which Colonel Gaillard says he has to hew his
way with a machete every morning to breakfast, so fast do
plants grow on the Isthmus. Advantage of this rapidity of
jungle growth has been taken to bind together the com-
pleted parts of the surface of the dam, which are covered
with so much vegetation that I could not tell Nature’s work
from that of the engineers.
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X1
THE CUT AT BAS OBISPO



XI THE CUT AT BAS OBISPO

HE Culebra Cut commences near Bas Obispo—from

this place—where the Chagres River enters Gatun Lake,
the cut extends for nine miles, to Pedro Miguel. All be-
tween here and Gatun will be under water. The drawing
was made at the bottom of the cut, and the various levels
on which the excavations are made may be seen. The dirt
trains, one above the other, are loading up from the steam
shovels on each side of the old river bed in the centre. The
machinery for shifting tracks and unloading trains is won-
derful, but not very picturesque.









XII
IN THE CUT AT LAS CASCADAS



XII IN THE CUT AT LAS CASCADAS

HIS drawing shows the cut and gives from above some

idea of the different levels on which the work is carried
out. It is on some of these levels that slides have occurred
and wrecked the work. The slides move slowly, not like
avalanches, but have caused endless complications; but
Colonel Gaillard, the engineer in charge, believes he will
triumph over all his difficulties—which include even a small
volcano—there is a newspaper story—but no earthquakes.









XIII
THE CUT FROM CULEBRA



XIII THE CUT FROM CULEBRA

T this point the cut is far the deepest at the continental

divide, and here the French did their greatest work, and

here this is recorded by the United States on a placque high

up on the left-hand bare mountain face of Gold Hill. The
drawing was made looking towards Pedro Miguel.









X1V
STEAM SHOVEL AT WORK IN THE
CULEBRA CUT



X1V STEAM SHOVEL AT WORK IN THE CULEBRA
CUT

HIS beast, as they say down there, ‘“can pick up

anything from an elephant to a red-bug ”’—the smallest
thing on the Isthmus. They also say the shovel *“ would
look just like Teddy if it only had glasses.” It does the
work of digging the Canal and filling the trains, and does it
amazingly—under the amazing direction of its amazing
crews.









XV
THE CUT—LOOKING TOWARD CULEBRA



XV THE CUT—LOOKING TOWARD CULEBRA

HIS is the most pictorial as well as the most profound

part of the cut. Culebra, the town, is high above—
some of it has fallen in—on the edge in the distance—on
the left. The white tower is an observatory from near which
the lithograph No. XIII of the cut was made. The drawing
is looking toward the Atlantic. The engineer of the dirt
train—the smoke of which is so black because the engines
burn oil—climbed up to see what I was at, and incidentally
told me he was paid $3,600 a year, had a house free and two
months’ holiday. It is scarcely wonderful he has little in-
terest in home, but the greatest pride in “our canal,” and
his only hope was to be “kept on the job” and run an
electric locomotive for the rest of his life.









XVI
THE CUT AT PARAISO



XVl THE CUT AT PARAISO

T THIS point the old railroad crosses the Canal bed, and
there is a splended view in both directions. This is
looking toward the same mountains as in the previous
drawing, early in the morning. The mountains are covered
with long lines of mist, under which nestles the American-
Japanese town of Paraiso. The new line of railroad never
crosses the Canal, but passes behind the mountain on the
right. The scheme of having it follow the Canal through
Culebra Cut has been abandoned, owing to the slides.









XVII
THE CUT LOOKING TOWARD ANCON HILL



L

XVII THE CUT LOOKING TOWARD ANCON HILL

HIS is the view toward the Pacific from the same spot in

the full stress of work. The Pedro Miguel locks are
in the distance, beyond is Ancon Hill, dominating Panama,
miles farther on; and to the right, between the hills, but
miles still farther, beyond Miraflores lock, the Pacific.









XVIII
LAYING THE FLOOR OF PEDRO MIGUEL
LOCK



XVIII LAYING THE FLOOR OF PEDRO MIGUEL
LOCK

HIS is the most monumental piece of work on the Canal,

and the most pictorial. The huge approaches, quite
different in form from Gatun—for all the locks have char-
acter, and the character of their builders—are only arches
to save concrete. Here were men enough laying the con-
crete floor—others swarming over the gates not yet covered
with their armor plate. Beyond is the lock just shown be-
tween the gates.









XIX
THE GATES OF PEDRO MIGUEL



XIX THE GATES OF PEDRO MIGUEL

HIS is the same lock nearer the gates, and shows the
great length of it from gate to gate and something of its
building and construction, from my point of view.









XX
THE WALLS OF PEDRO MIGUEL



XX THE WALLS OF PEDRO MIGUEL

THIS was drawn from the opposite end of the lock and
the great side walls topped with their concrete-making
crenellations and cranes are seen. In the foreground, on
the left, is one of the side openings for emptying the water
from one lock to another—for all the locks are double, side
by side, and ships will not have to wait until a lock is empty,
as is usual, before they can enter, but, as one empties, the
same water partly fills the one beside it, and so steamers will
pass without waiting. Two or three small vessels can go
through at the same time, as well as the largest with room
to spare.









XXI
BUILDING MIRAFLORES LOCK



XXI BUILDING MIRAFLORES LOCK

HIS lock, the nearest the Pacific, is again quite different

and is the work of a civil engineer, Mr. Williamson,
and not of army officers, like the rest. Between the two
forces, I believe, the most fierce harmony exists. The draw-
ing shows the two locks side by side, the great cranes—they
are different, too—towering above. All the ground here
will be filled by a small lake between this lock and Pedro

Miguel.









XXII
CRANES—MIRAFLORES LOCK



XXII CRANES—MIRAFLORES LOCK

HESE great cranes travel to and fro, and as I drew the

nearest I found the lines changing, but thought there
was something wrong with me. So huge were they, and so
silently and solemnly did they move, that I could not believe
they were moving. This is the Pacific end of the lock—
the last on the Canal.









XXIII
WALLS OF MIRAFLORES LOCK



XXIII WALLS OF MIRAFLORES LOCK

HE only wall in March of the approach to Miraflores

may be contrasted with the similar subject No. XX—
Pedro Miguel.

Much as there was to be done in March, the engineer,
Mr. Williamson, had no doubt it would be finished this
fall; for as fast as the other locks were completed, men
and machines were to be put on this.









XXIV
OFFICIAL ANCON



XXIV OFFICIAL ANCON

MID these royal palm groves work and live many of the

members of the Isthmian Canal Commission—the rest

are on the high hill at Culebra. To the secretary, Mr. J. B.

Bishop, and to his family, I am endlessly indebted for end-
less help while on the Zone.

Ancon is a perfect Japanese town—built by Americans
—and the interiors of the houses here and at Culebra are
as delightful as their owners are charming—and I know of
what I speak. The large building against the ocean is the
Administration Office of the Isthmian Canal Commission.









XXV
FROM ANCON HILL



XXV FROM ANCON HILL

ROAD winds up Ancon Hill, passing the official resi-

"A dences and the hospitals, finally reaching a terrace

bordered with royal palms. Below to the left is the Tivoli

Hotel, and still lower and farther away, the city, while the

Pacific fills the distance. This is the most beautiful spot I
saw on the Isthmus.









XXVI
THE CATHEDRAL, PANAMA



XXVI THE CATHEDRAL, PANAMA

HE Cathedral, one of a number of churches in the city

of Panama, stands in a large square. The feeling of all
these, with their richly decorated fagades and long, unbroken
side walls, is absolutely Spanish—but the interiors are far
more bare—much more like Italian churches.









XXVII

THE CITY OF PANAMA
FROM THE TIVOLI HOTEL, ANCON



XXVII THE CITY OF PANAMA
FROM THE TIVOLI HOTEL, ANCON

ROM the wing of the Government hotel in which I

stayed I looked out over the city of Panama to the Pacific.
If this city were in Spain, or if even a decent description
of it were in a European guide-book, the hordes of Ameri-
cans who go to the Canal would rave over it.. As it is, not
many of them (not being told) ever see it, though there
are few towns in Europe with more character. But I
regret to say my countrymen don’t know what they are
looking at, or what to look at, till they have a guide-book,
courier or tout to tell them. The Government provides,
I am told, a Harvard graduate to perform the latter
function, and sends out daily an observation car across the
Continent.

The two strange, flat-topped mountains, miles out at sea,
are to be fortified, and they are so far from shore, and
the locks so far inland, as to be out of range—as well as out
of sight—of modern guns and gunners.









XXVIII
THE MOUTH OF THE CANAL FROM
THE SEA



XXVIII THE MOUTH OF THE CANAL FROM THE
SEA

HIS drawing was made from the channel which leads

out to the Pacific Ocean. The mouth of the Canal is
on the left in the flat space between the mountains; on the
right of this, the dark mass on the edge of the water is the
docks and harbors; then comes the great, towering Ancon
Hill, one side all dug out in terraces for dirt, much of which
goes to fill in the outside of locks, which, however, will work
before they are filled in. And for what other purposes the
War Department are going to use this Gibraltar they alone
know. The other side, a mass of palms shelters the houses
of the officials, and at the foot of the hill, to the right, Pan-
ama—as beautiful as Naples or Tangier, yet hardly a tourist
knows it; and—well, the Government is not running a tourist
agency.

The breakwater, which will connect the fortified islands
miles away with the mainland, is just started in the centre.
This is the first and last view of Panama—and of the great-
est work of modern times, the work of the greatest engineers
of all time. JosErH PENNELL
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